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Star Quarterback— lNorid Champion Cleveland Browns 
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THERE'S A 

WHOLE KERNEL Of WHEAT 
IN EVERY WHEATIES FLAKi! 

In .porlB— in school— in plain everyday 
living you need hard-driving. energy "to 

champions do! 
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FACE OF MURDER 



By John Martin 




THE CROWD roared. In the brightly lit 
ring, the two fighters slugged hard for an 
instant. Then one of them broke away. It was 
contender Mike Makron. And he kept his dis- 
tance from champ Steve Rados. The eighth 
round was going to be like the rest. 

Detective Ed Brownell snorted in disgust. 
"The guy's a ballet dancer!" he said to Doc 
Fairway, the city coroner, who had accom- 
panied him on their regular Tuesday night 
visit to the Tiggan indoor arena. 

"Probably live longer that way," Doc 
grunted. "If I was Makron I'd keep out of 
Rados' way. Connecting with one of Steve's 
lefts is the easiest way to suicide I know!" 

Brownell glanced down from the ring to a 
spot a few rows away near- the ringside where 
Rory Tiggan, both the owner of the arena and 
a fight promoter, sat watching the fight with 
a friend. Fairway followed his' glance and 
smiled. 

"Rory Tiggan doesn't much care how he 
makes his dough, does he?" Doc asked sarcas- 
tically. He swung his attention again to the 
fight. 

Brownell was lost in thought. Before he 
could answer there was a crash. 

"Great Jupiter!" Doc Fairway shouted, pull- 
ing his arm. "Look!" 

Brownell looked up. bewilderedly. Again 
the crowd roared. But this time the note was 
of confusion, almost of panic. The detective 
got the ring in focus. It was then he saw Steve 
Rados lying prone. 

The detective jumped a whole row of seats 
getting into the aisle and Doc followed him. 
Brownell beckoned instantly to the several 
cops who were regularly assigned to the arena 
to keep the crowd in order. Tiggan looked 
worriedly at Brownell as he passed with Fair- 
way. 

"Good thing you're here, Doc," he said. 
"Have a look at my boy, for gosh sakes!" 

Fairway threw the fight promoter a look 
of sympathy. He knew that Tiggan had de- 
pended on this fight to repair his fallen for- 
tunes. It was common gossip in sporting cir- 
cles that Rory Tiggan had been financially 
damaged after a fire a year ago that had nearly 



destroyed the arena. But now, with his best 
fighter . . . 

At a signal from Brownell, the police and 
several attendants moved up and surrounded 
Rados. Makron had backed away to a neutral 
corner. As Brownell heard the excited mut- 
tering of the crowd, he watched Fairway put 
his ear to Rados' chest. Then the coroner felt 
for the champ's pulse. He shook his head 
doubtfully. Fairway stood up, hand on chin, 
puzzled. 

"Well," demanded the detective. "Going to 
leave him lying there without doing something 
for him?" 

"He's dead," Fairway replied dryly. "I 
thought he'd fainted, but his heart's still. No 
pulse, no breathing." 

"Dead, eh?" mused Brownell. "Heart fail- 
ure?" 

"Can't see why it should be — ordinary heart 
.failure, that is," Fairway replied. "Rados, like 
all other fighters, was examined before they 
let him into the ring. If he'd had a bad heart 
they'd have spotted it." 

"That's all I wanted to know," the detective 
said. 

He climbed out of the ring and crooked a 
finger at Rory Tiggan, who was looking up 
from the ringside anxiously. 

The fight promoter climbed over a row of 
seats to Brownell. The detective explained 
what had happened. Tiggan looked at the 
corpse of Steve Rados and sighed. He nodded 
to Brownell's suggestion that he tell the 
crowd. But first he consulted with the judges. 

The crowd fell silent as Rory Tiggan raised 
his arms. Then he announced that Steve Rados, 
the champ, had died, and that the title was 
vacated. It wouldn't go to Makron. 

Brownell and Fairway watched the crowd 
take the news. It quieted them. Mostly in si- 
lence they began to file out of the arena. 
Within twenty minutes it was empty except 
for Tiggan's employees, the police and the 
corpse in the ring. Mike Makron had already 
gone to the showers. 

Fairway turned to the detective. 

"It's your case, Ed," he said whimsically. 
"Happened right under your very eyes. I don't 
envy you having to figure it out." 
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Brownell smiled grimly. 

"Stick around, Doc. I may need you. As far 
as I can tell, this is murder." 

Fairway gave a start. Just then the polici 
ambulance arrived and the stretcher bearers 
came down the aisle. The detective stodd in 
silence as the ex-champ was borne away. 1 

"But look," Fairway began. "Who can you 
hold? There were ten thousand fight fans in > 
the arena. You'd go nuts questioning all of 
them." 

"I'm not going to try," Brownell said. "We'll 
wait in Tiggan's office until the autopsy re- 
port comes through. Shouldn't take more than 
two hours. Clancy!" A cop came up. "See to 
it that nobody leaves the stadium now" 

Clancy nodded and hurried away. 

A little over two hours later, as Fairway 
and Brownell sat with the promoter in his 
office, the official report came through. 

"Death due to heart collapse caused by im- 
mense quantities of digitalis in the system," 
Doc Fairway announced from the phone. 

"You and Tiggan stay here," Brownell said, 
getting up. He had been glancing through the 
fight records of Steve Rados and Mike 
Makron. "I don't want anybody to leave." 

"What you going to do?" Doc Fairway 

Brownell paused at the door. 

"The first thing is to find out- how Rados 
got all that heart stimulant in his system," 
the detective said. 

He passed out of the office into the now 
quiet arena, and a minute later he stood at 
the ringside. When he left there was a bulge 
in his hip pocket. 

Then he went to Mike Makron's room. The 
fighter was already dressed and fidgeting 
under police guard. Brownell cleared every- 
one out of the room and closed the door be- 
hind them. He spent just a half hour with 
Makron alone. Then he led him back into 
Tiggan's office. 

Fairway, who was smoking a cigar quietly, 
looked up and smiled as Brownell came in 
with Makron. Officer Clancy caught the alert 
look in Brownell's eyes. He moved nearer to 
the fighter. I 

"Look like an open and shut case on the face 
of it?" Fairway inquired. 

Brownell chuckled. 

"That's right, Doc. Right on the face of it. 
On two faces of it, as a matter of fact." 

The coroner glanced quizzically at Makron 
who stood tense and trembling, looking ready 
to bolt. 

"Makron?" he asked. "But how could 



Makron put digitalis in Rados' way?" Then he 
paused as he saw Brownell's face tighten. 
"Aren't you going to slap bracelets on 
Makron? Look at him, Ed, he looks as guilty 
as . . ." 

"Makron's guilty," Brownell began. "But I 
want the real murderer — Tiggan! Cover him, 
Clancy!" 

Rory Tiggan suddenly thrust his hand into 
a desk drawer, half pulled out a gun. But 
Clancy was quicker. The butt of his service 
revolver smacked down on Tiggan's wrist. 
With a howl, the fight promoter subsided, cow- 
ering in his chair under Clancy's gun. 

"You killed Steve Rados," Brownell accused. 
"With Mike Makron's help! Mike's already 
confessed. He broke down when' I told him 
he'd go to the chair unless he told me who was 
really behind the murder." 

"But why would he kill Steve, Ed?" Fair- 
way asked. "He needed good fighters." 

"He needed Steve Rados dead," Brownell 
said. "That was the only way he'd latch onto 
almost all of the night's take at the gate! Like 
I said. Doc, it depended on two faces. I was 
watching Tiggan's by accident when Rados 
crashed to the canvas. Tiggan was talking to 
another guy. He didn't turn a hair or even 
look up — because he was expecting Rados to 
collapse and die. But even then I didn't con- 
nect it, until I noticed Makron's face when 
Tiggan announced the title was vacated and 
Makron wouldn't get it. Makron looked 
pleased. I figured he had a reason to, if he was 
going, maybe, to get dough instead of the title. 
But he could only get dough from Tiggan. 

AKRON'S record shows he was just 
IvB a ringer Tiggan brought in. He told 
me Tiggan had offered him a share in the prize 
money. All he had to do was make Rados work 
overtime in the ring. Tiggan had put digitalis 
in Rados' drinking water at the ring—" he 
patted his hip pocket. "I picked Up a bottle of 
it, and I'll bet it shows digitalis at the labora- 
tory. Tiggan probably figured on getting rid 
of it, but he couldn't, because there were too 
many eyes on the ring," 

Clancy ..licked handcuffs on Tiggan. 

"Tiggan dia il because he was lacing ruin. 
With Rados dead, Tiggan didn't have to split 
the prize money with anybody but Makron. 
Of course, both of them forgot something." 
He paused, glancing grimly at Makron and 
Tiggan. "You can't spend dough when you're 
in jail — or when the state asks your life for 
murder!" 

THE END 
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CHAPTER THREE 

THE MIRACLE 
OF THE 
MARVELS 

TT 




AND JED JAGGAR HAS A FREE 
HAND WITH THE MIRACLE STONE.' 
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SPEAKIN ' OF CHRISTMAS , 
PARDNER, I'D SURE SEND FOR 



CAHBII 



DAISY'S AIR RIFLEMAN BOOK! 
IT TELLS NOW YOU CAN JOIN 
THE NRA AS A JUNIOR MEMBER 
AN' LEARN TO SHOOT YOUR 
C HRISTMAS DAISY SAFELY 
UNDER ADULT SUPER- 
VISION. DAD WILL 
ENJOY READING IT, 

TOOl-R.edH<ftL>i. 





LICENSED Br STEPHEN SLESMGER. H. Y. 

COWBQYCARBINl 

Here's a Christmas Gift idea your Dad will like: Get 
a Red ryder cowbot carbine plus a junior member- 
ship in the famous National Rifle Association! This 
husky, improved, 1000-Shot red ryder cowboy car- 
bine looks, feels, handles like a real western saddle 
gun. rifle alone, only $5.50. Or ask Dad for an nra 
membership plus Daisy's big Target Outfit con- 
taining: RED RYDER CARBINE with 
2-POWER MAGNIFYING SCOPE 
mounted; BELL RINGING TARGET; 
TARGET CARDS; GENEROUS SUPPLY 
BULLS EYE BB's; MANUAL. $^95 
COMPLETE SET Only . 



^Announcement 

to Present and 

Future Daisy Owners: 

Ask Dad to buy you a ji 




ior membership {only 50c) 
in the National Rifle Asso- 
ciation now or when he pets 
your Christmas Daisy. 
Then you can shoot to 
earn official NRA medals, 

etc. AIR RIFLEMAN tells flOLV 

to join! Mail coupon! 

■^h— Jtf>..'. 

OFFICIAL NRA 
BRASSARD. 
CARD. 



<SENO THE COUPON, 10?) 
AND UNUSED 

>rou y 



U STAMP,/ 
~\IITTIE 
\*EAVEK!\ 



BETCMUM, 
RED RVDEW 

ME DO IT MOW. 
ME WAMTUM 

FACTS ON CAR 

SINE AN' NRA! 

-£iUU Bium 



MAIL NOW! 



DAISY MANUFACTURING COMPANY 

Dept. 1291, Plymouth, Michigan, I). S. A. 

""i enclose dime (10c coin) pluB unused 3c stamp. Rush post- 
paid DAISY air rifleman book describing NRA junior pro- 
gram for air rifle shooters, benefits of nra membership PLUS 
information for parents, adults, organizations on Supervising, 
Sponsoring junior air rifle shooters. 



NAME 

STREET & NO._ 
CITY, 




DAISY MANUFACTURING CO., DEPT. 1291, PLYMOUTH. MICH., U.S.A. 
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